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by THE FARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Politics are getting into theair again. Just started 
Mr. Morley round the Montrose Burghs. 
SAME OLD GAME! 

Clash the merry cymbals, boys! 
And bang the bonnie drum! 

Once more, with controversial noise, 
The politicians come. 

But my conviction’s firm and strong, 
My confidence serene, 

One party’s wholly in the wrong 
You know the one I mean. 


Made my way to Blackwall Tunnel just to see if it is as noisy as 
they say while traffic is on. Found anything but an “agreeable 
rattle’’ there: don’t wonder horses run among and kill carmen. 
Must have it altered. Went to see the Simla off at Southampton; got 
some Grenadier Guards on board for Gibralter. Wished ‘em luck, 
and hurried back to escort the King of Siam to Windsor and Eton. 
Got to town for the livery meeting to elect the next Lord Mayor. 
Congratulated Colonel Davies on the result, and made my way home 
in a thunderstorm. 

Thursday.—Set more politics going—started Mr. Asquith playing 
on Fife. Ran over to see how the Greeks were getting on. A little 
while ago they would have a fight, now they won't have a Ralli. 
Went to the Crystal Palace Flower Show, and afterwards to the 
Vegetarian ‘‘ Harvest Home” at Crouch Hill. 


 Friday.—Went sniffing around the new Government Laboratory 
at Clement’s Inn, cast my eye over the Photographic Society's 
Exhibition in Pall Mall, and then took Siam down to Southampton 
and round to the Crystal Palace. To several of the hospitals in the 
evening for the opening of the medical schools. Heard much 


Noticr.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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learning, and saw a big fire in the Blackfriars Road as I came home, 
at a confectioner’s ; more cakes burnt than King Alfred's lot! Got 
some pheasant shooting in the course of the day. (Mrem.—To send 
the Editor a couple of brace.*) 

Saturday.—Mr. and Mrs. Gladstone passed the day coming hom: 
from Scotland. Looked in upon them from time to time, and saw 
that they were comfortable. Struck the first tee to open the new 
ground at Norbury for the North Surrey Golf Club. Had a look in 
at the Dudley Gallery to view the Photographic Salon exhibits. 
Saw Siam at Victoria. All of us very sorry to part. Felt quite sad. 

SIGH—AH, ME’s ! 
Oh, Siam sadly sailed away 
And left us sighing sadly, 
His merry laugh, his (s)eye so gay, 
I'm sure we'll miss them badly. 
As sigh pursue my daily round 
Of work de die in diem, 
It’s sighly likely none are found 
To sigh so soon as Siam. 
Went to the demonstration of Good Templars, St. James’s Hall, 
also to the Toynbee Hall Conversazione, and finished up delightfully 
with The Bohemians at Covent Garden. 

Monday.—Spent yesterday and to-day up river (hot on it—ugh! 
bur!) and never got nearer my base (which is London, mind you) 
than Kingston-on-Thames, where I helped them to open the new 
theatre. 


Tuesday.—Welcomed the returned and unbeaten Corinthian 
footballers, who have come home to their native land covered with 
glory from Afric’s sunny plains. Attended the Imperial (more 
Imperialism) Sunday Closing Demonstration at the Albert Hall; 
also gave the Birmingham Festival a start (Mr. German's 
‘“ Hamlet ’’); worked round by Kilmarnock to hear one of Asquith’s 
speeches ; then to a distribution of prizes (by the Lady Mayoress) 
for the Fan Makers’ Company. As I was getting into bed received 
the gratifying intelligence that the L.C.C. propose to reduce the 
rate by a farthing. 

SO FAR(THING) 80 GOOD. 


Hurrah! Let’s sing with joy elate, 
Of one particu-lar thing, 
The L.C.C.—oh, happy fate ! 
Have saved us all a farthing! 
And, lest this seem a trifle to 
The bulk of cold civilians, 
A farthing rate will render you 
A sum of thirty millions! 
THE SPOTTER. 


* Mem.—As usual, none reached us.—Ep. 


No contributions can be returned 
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HE HADN'T ANY. 













The Sisters of by (to Flutter).—‘*‘ Why, we saw you fall off your machine again!” 
y). 


Flutter (ruefu 


—* Yes, and a fearful cropper on my head this time. I’m afraid it may lead to concussion of the brain!” 
The Sisters Gigglesby (in a breath.) —“ No, really, Mr. Flutter!” 


Note.—Poor F. is still wondering what the sisters REALLY MEANT. 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


Tue playgoing and literary world were startled to hear of the 
somewhat serious accident to Mr. J. M. Barrie, and unite in wish- 
ing him a speedy and complete recovery. 

Mr. Charles Wyndham and Mr. Henry Arthur Jones are very 
angry with certain newspapers for giving particulars of their new 
play, The Liars, before it came out. Their chief complaint is that 
the particulars were published without managerial authority. 

Never Again, to be produced at the Vaudeville to-night (Monday) 
has had a very successful trial trip in Birmingham. As it will be 
a week before we can notice the play in Fun, I may inform you 
that the story is somewhat cerulean. 

The theatrical “slump” seems to be the topic of the hour. 
Most experts agree that London has now too many playhouses ; but 
Mr. Clement Scott won't have this at any price. The public 
always support everything that is worth supporting, he says. And 
yet I remember some occasions that Mr. tt has given a fine 
notice to a play and yet that play has not been a success. 

GOSSAMER. 


Two Little Vi was revived at the Princess’s Theatre, by 
Mr. Gilmer, last Monday week, and met with an appreciative 
reception. The plot is just the right one to appeal to the sym- 
pathies and affections of the people, who can without mental effort 
readily understand what is passing before them. The play is toa 
great extent part of one’s every day experience. Some changes in 
the cast have taken place, and those who are the substitutes for 
their predecessors are capital exponents of their respective parts. 
Two additional morning performances are being given every 
Wednesday and Saturday. 


(“ At a luncheon given by the Mayorof Southampton tothe King 
of Siam, His Majesty was presented with a case of silver spoons. 
In returning thanks, he said he was so pleased with his first visit 
to England that he hoped to come again.’"—Daily Press. ]} 


THERE was a small King of Siam, 
Who said what a gay dog I am. 
I’m feasted and féted, and folk grow elated 

Wherever it is that I am. 

I'm deluged with presents galore, 
So this maxim I'll fix in my brain— 

If I want to replenish my store— 
Well—I really must call back again. 








The Guards at “ Gib.” 


THE Daily Telegraph, with a terseness for which it is not usually 
remarkable, annouuced last week that the Guards had arrived at 
“Gib.” In other words, it may be said that they are “‘ gibbed.” It 
is also true that they very strongly jibbed at being ‘‘ gibbed.” 











Alien. 
WE observe that Mr. John Morley has been talking about foreign 
licy. This, it is true, formed only a part of his recent speeches, 
ut we are afraid that the whole of ‘‘ Honest John’s” policy is 
“* foreign "’ to British electors. 
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“ Now we shan’t be long!” said the scissers to the hair. 










































OcTOBER 12, 1897. 








An Exemplary Coroner. 


[The Hertfordshire coroner the other 
day fined himself for being late at an 
inquest.—Daily Paper.) 

Iw truth this act is full 

Of qualities so splendid, 
The underlying principle 
Should be at once extended. 
He did not madly stir 
His temper to a fury, 
But said, “‘ Th’ offending coroner 
Deserves the scorn of jury. 


** A slow, unpunctual elf 
Forfeits the name of Briton, 
And so instanter on myself 





I am obliged to ‘ sit on"!” 

The jury made no fuss, 
It did not suit their whim to, 

But boldly said, “‘ What's good for us 
Is also good for him, too!” 

His fame the whole world stirs, 
And e’en the penny-a-liner 

Shall say, ‘‘ Although some coroners 
Are fine, this one’s a finer!” 





Latest Market Intelli- 
gence. 


Meat, Povuttry, FisH.—Pork is pig- 
uliarly dull and heavy. The market is 
almost baron of beef, but mutton is 
plentiful—very sheep! Hairs are scarce 
on bald heads. Large catch of herrings; 
the met gains will be great. A (n)ice lot 
of skates. 

VEGETABLES AND FRvu1T.—-Cabb-ages, 
like cab-horses, look aged. Scarlet 
runners have run out of season. Apples 
are first-class—a ‘‘rosy"’ look-out, but 
pears are singular-ly poor; however, 
there are a few rich “‘ plums.” 

Darry Propuce.—American butter 
ranks high. There is a run on cheese; it 
is very “ lively.” 

Coats.—Coals are up—they always 
are, from the mines! 

GROCERIES.—No great demand for 
coffee; there are grounds for supposing 
that it is ‘“‘ going to pot.’ Tea is of good 
quality ; would suit most people to a 
T(ea). Sugar brisk—a smart trade in 
cane. 


Metats. — “Tin” is very scarce. 
Strange to say, quicksilver is almost at a 
standstill. old chap!” 





















































The Lay of the Blue Ribbon. 


(Saturday, the 16th October, being the 50th anniversary of the 
Band of Hope, an attempt will be made on that date to gain a 
million new converts. The desired end is to be accomplished by 
house-to-house calling; and it is hoped that every house in the 
land will be visited.— Daily Papers.} 


Tue blushing youth a ribbon wore, 
The bluest of the blue, 

He knocked—a maiden oped the door, 
Whereat he biushed anew. 


‘‘ Oh, maiden, trembling on the brink”’ 
ane last the youth he cried) 

‘‘ Of wickedness and sin and drink, 
No more in sin abide. 


**T come to save you, maiden, fair,”’ 
She looked him through and through, 

Then tossed her rippling golden hair, 
“Oh, what a pretty blue! 


| 


“That ribbon just would match my frock, 
Please give me some ?"’ said she. 

‘‘Oh, maiden, don’t my efforts mock,” 
Indignantly cried he. 


‘“ Nay, gentle youth, be not so hard 
On me," the maiden cried, 
‘‘ If you would bring me just one yard, 
Perhaps—— perhaps——,”’ she sighed. 
He came again, that gentle youth, 
And brought the ribbon, too, 
But this time he had come, in truth, 
Another cause to woo. 
‘Oh, gentle youth, what pledge is this 
That you would have me sign?” 
She said in joy, he stole a kiss, 
“ Sweet girl, swear you'll be mine?” 
The maiden blushed a rosy hue, 
Then joyously she cried 
“T pledge me by this ribbon blue 
To be your own true bride.” 





Young ’Enery (to Sentry who is presenting arms to Culonel on the other side).—“ Tha-anks, 
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Wolseleys Warning. 
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Boarder-land. 
By Mrs. Ramstarrs’ Cart. 
No. 6.—* THE MAJOR’S DEFENCE.” 


THERE was a grand commotion in the dining-room as Mrs. 
Bcroggie swooned, after uttering those condemning words. Several 
restoratives were applied, but of no avail. It was not until Mr. 
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GUARDING THE “ PRISONER.” 


Hepcote suggested a bucket of water that she at last came ‘round, 
and said in a weak voice— 

‘I'm better, thank you.”’ 

‘Now!” said the Major, ‘‘as you are quite recovered, Mrs. 
Scroggie, perhaps you will explain your extraordinary words about 
Mrs. Salt and myself.” 

‘Oh, let the poor thing alone,”’ said Mrs. Salt, ‘‘ or she'll go off 
again.’’ 

“Oh! I daresay you want it hushed up—you—you—-creature,”’ 
snapped Mrs. Scroggie. ‘Send for everybody, Mrs. Ramstairs, 
Miss Flighty, and—and——” 

‘‘The cat,” suggested Mr. Hepcote. 

Mrs. Scroggie gave him an angry look, and continued :— 

‘IT think it my duty to expose the ‘ goings on’ of this house. 
Miss Dowday and I were shocked to discover—as we casually 
entered this room—the Major fondly kissing Mrs. Salt.” 

‘It’s a fib, an infamous fib,’’ shouted the Major, “ and I'll bring 
an action for libel.” 

‘* Major Potts! We heard you. Not once or twice, but hundreds 
of times, and Miss Dowday is a witness to these sweet, nauseating 
kisses.” 

Mr. Hepcote and “ Miss Dimsdale” glanced at the parrot, and their 
eyes twinkled merrily. 

‘ But what does Mrs. Salt say,’’ exclaimed Hepcote ; 
should know whether she was kissed or not?” 

‘Well, young man, I says this, that being a lone widow I can 
just kiss any man I like, free, gratis, and for nothing, or let any 
man kiss me.” 

“Ah!” 

‘‘ But I wouldn't kiss the Major, or let the Major kiss me, because 
he ain’t a man ; he’s only an apology.” 

‘* All this is very unsatisfactory, Mrs. Salt,’’ said Hepcote. ‘ An 
evasive reply is not considered evidence in a court of law. I think, 
in justice to Mrs. Scroggie and Miss Dowday, the Major should be 
put on his trial, and so sift the matter properly.” 

‘‘ Don't be an ass, sir! ’’ said the Major. 

‘* Don't you be an ass, Major!’ said Hepcote, drawing him aside. 
“Can't you see that, unless this thing is settled, Mrs. Salt might 
bring an action for breach of promise, or you might even have to 
marry this boarding-house fairy. Come, sit down here (he said 
aloud). You are the prisoner; Miss Flighty and Miss Dimsdale 
shall be the jury; Mrs. Ramstairs the judge; and the cat shall be 
chief warder. Stick your claws into him, Maudie, if he moves,” he 
said, dumping me down beside the “ prisoner.”’ 


‘‘snrely she 








He laughingly arranged the others in their various positions, 
whispering to “‘ Miss Dimsdale "’ as he passed :-— 
“I’m going to expose Miss Dowday, if I can. 

laugh at us after all.” 

‘* Now!.”” he said, when they were all settled, “ Mrs. Scroggie! 
come into court. Will you be good enough to state your accusation 
against Major Potts as briefly as possible ? ” 

“ Well,’ said Mrs. Scroggie, ‘‘ I don't know that I want to accuse 
anyone, least of all Major Potts, and this court business is very 
childish and ridiculous.” 

‘‘Remember where you are, madam,” said Hepcote, sternly. 
‘ Another remark like that and I'll commit you. The defendant is 
waiting to defend himself.” 

It was getting quite solemn, and even when Miss Flighty tittered 
and said, ‘‘ Look at that cat, now. He looks for all the world like 
a policeman,” she was sharply called to order by Mr. Hepcote. 

‘Tf you must know,” blurted out Mrs. Scroggie, rather nervously, 
‘‘ The fact of the matter is this: Miss Dowday and I were coming 
downstairs, when we heard the sound of kissing in the dining-room, 
and—and 

‘Well ?"’ said Mr. Hepcote, encouragingly. 

‘‘We thought we would find out who was desecrating Mrs. 

tamstair’s dining-room with such unseemly behaviour, dedicated, 
as it is, to merely platonic friendships.”’ 

‘‘Hear! Hear!" (From “ Miss Dimsdale.’’) 

‘* How many kisses did you hear ?”’ 

‘* Quite three hundred, I should think.’ (Sensation.) In fact, 
they were incessant, as Miss Dowday and I were crawling on our 
hands and — 

“ Aunt, you're a fool!” snapped Miss Dowday, as, with a very 
red face and a glance towards Hepcote, she flounced out of the 
room. 

‘* 4 mark in the defendant's favour, ‘ oh, most righteous judge!’ ”’ 
exclaimed Hepcote. ‘One of the accusers has beaten a retreat.”’ 

‘* Why did you think it necessary to go down on your hands and 
knees ?”’ he continued, turning again to Mrs. Scroggie, who began to 
look very uncomfortable. ‘‘ Don't you think it was a_ piece of 
meanness to spy in that way on one of your fellow boarders? I feel 
this point most acutely, my lady,’ he said to Mrs. Ramstairs. 
‘Why, it might have been you and I, my lady, playinga little game 
of ‘kiss in the ring.’ Now, I ask the jury, does Mrs. Salt look as 
if she had been kissed 300 times ? ’ 

‘* More like 3,000, young man!” broke in Mrs. Salt; ‘‘ but not at 
the same sitting. I recollect when Salt ——" 

** Order! order! please ! °’ 


She won't get the 




















PoLLY TOOK Up THE CALL. 


* And look at the unruftled curl of Major Potts’ moustache. Does 
that, I ask, look as if he had been guilty of such an indiscretion, 
though the opportunity might have tempted an anchorite ?”’ 

“ Hear, hear!" (From Mrs. Salt this time.) 
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‘‘T come in here, and I gev yer two ha’pennies, didn’t 1?” 


‘‘Yes, you did.” 
‘‘ Well, one of them was a shillun’.”’ 


* Ce 











- Chevalier’s Narrow 
Escape. 

[The Hon. Sir Arthur Charles was 
recently much annoyed by the appear- 
ance, over his Christian name and 
surname, of certain ‘“‘ abusive verses "’ in 
the Saturday Review. . . . . It 
turned out, however, that Arthur 
Charles was the rhymist's real name. } 


THE coster-laureate acted right, 
What time his muse baptised 

The love-lorn buttoniferous wight 
Who Liza eulogised. 

From a Justice of the Q.B.D. 
There came to him no blame, 

When “ Missis "ENeRy "Awkrns" he 
Declared “ a fust-class name"! 


| But the coster-laureate with his song 

i Might well have earned much censure 
| (All couched in language stern and 

strong) 

| From another bold Queen’s-Bencher 

| Nay, perhaps have been in music-halls 

| Forbidden to sing the same— 

If he'd said that “ Missis HAawrnur 

CHAWLES 
Was a fust-class name ”’! 














Where to Go. 

(The German Emperor will be accom- 
| panied on his journey to Jerusalem next 
| April by the Empress and the Court 
|} chaplain, Dr. Chrysander.’’ — Vide 
Press. | 


Way pitch upon Jerusalem 
If to the East you mean to go 
For it would please us more—ahem ! 
If you would “ go to Jericho!” 





Gives Him Some. 
Wife (after a quarrel).—* Yes, I've 
got a temper of my own.” 

Husband.—‘‘ I wish you weren't so 
generous with your property !" 
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“My lady! I will now sum up this little case. Mrs. Scroggie 
and her neice, Miss Dowday, hear certain osculatory remarks pro- 
ceeding from the dining-room. They endeavour to emulate Indian 
warfare by wriggling their way on their hands and knees into the 
enemy’s camp. Can the jury imagine this ludicrous episode ? 
Two otherwise eminently respectable ladies crawling about the 
floor like cats. I’m afraid, however, that their detective instinct 
was at fault. I will call another witness, who shall clear up the 
mystery.” 

Mr. Hepcote commenced making a kissing noise with his lips, 
and, presently to the amusement of all—save Mrs. Scroggie—Polly, 
the parrot, took up the call. 

“T think we may exonerate the Major and Mrs. Salt from all 
share in the kissing business,’ he continued. ‘‘The parrot has 
settled the case without doubt. (There! there! Polly that will do. 
You’ve done enough kissing for one day.) Ladies, the court is 
adjourned.” 

Mrs. Scroggie rose indignantly and left the room, giving a glance 
of fierce scorn at the assembled company. 

‘‘Well, I never did,” exclaimed Mrs. Salt ; ‘‘if that’s her idea of 
kissing, she’s never done the real thing or Dowday either. What do 
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youthink? Eh! young man: 

















The Good-bye to His Summer Girl. 


‘DEAR, we must part !’’ (to both was known 
His doleful words were but for show meant) 
On golden wings the time has flown, 
One week has passed just like one moment.” 
‘‘ Yes, it has been,’ she mocking said, 
“ Our one weak moment that has fled.” 
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In Hand. 
THE citizen, reading the news of the age 
In this country of leading and might, 
Will notice a phrase on the newspaper page 
Which must thrill him with special delight. 
Though stale and old-fashioned perchance it may be, 
Yet its value we all understand, 
One is happy whenever one chances to see— 
‘‘The police have the matter in hand.” 


Though midnight marauders cause Croesus to pale 
By their deft depredations—what then ? 

Why, the burglars who feasted in Holloway Gaol 
Were bearding the law in its den. 

There is comfort for all men, aye, solace, indeed, 
Though daring the robberies planned ; 

All tremors are instantly stilled as we read— 
‘The police have the matter in hand.” 


Red murder roams daily its victims to kill 
And constantly perpetrates crimes, 
Which it plans and commits at its own wicked will, 
And which stand a disgrace to our times. 
Undiscovered its source and unchecked its career 
Through the length and breadth of the land, 
But succour is near, cease the tear, do not fear— 
‘‘The police have the matter in hand.” 
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Too Smart. 
Manager.—‘‘ Glad to see you're back, Mr. Jones.”’ 
Jones (just returned from his holday, smartly).—‘' My back—then 


I may go for another week ? Thank you, sir!” 


But in the end it was the manager who scored. 
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WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 
By THE “* ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


At the time of writing the strike is still going on just in the old 
sweet way, the masters have refused all compromise, and the men 
have put their fingers to their noses, and orders are going to 
Germany and ‘Belgium, and John Burns and his comrades draw 
their salaries, and the day draws nearer when English trade will be 
a thing of the past. 

* * x 

How long, oh, how long? How long are we to pursue this do- 
nothing, idiotic, rotten policy? . Is not the British Government 
strong enough to force this thing toa conclusion? If not, then 
the sooner we introduce Anarchy in its stead, the better. If it 7 
strong enough and it does not use its strength, it is a traitor to the 
nation and ought to be impeached. There now! 

ge se - 


There seems to be a fair chance of a little brush with the French 
on the Niger. Well, well, if we don’t have a fight with somebody 
soon it will be very extraordinary. I don’t suppose that even in 
the memory of the oldest inhabitant has there been a period when 
we have gone through so many little crises with so many different 
people. Each day brings a fresh one; there is a period of tension, 
and then there is a calm again. It is really wonderful. The imprint 
of the Lion’s foot is all over the world, and we have got to pay for 
it, or let somebody else come along and erase it. 

a © * 

We are all awaiting anxiously the report of the authorities on 
the typhoid outbreak at Maidstone. It seems positively absurd that 
such things can periodically occur in practical, sanitary, purely- 
governed England. It is a blow to our pride. It puts us on a level 
with Spain or some petty American State or South American 
Republic. We really ought not to allow any trumpery little local 
set of lazy-bodies to put this stain on us. 


* * » 


The Incorporated Law Society held its 24th annual provincial 
meeting last week at Sheffield, and the Lord Mayor (the Duke of 
Norfolk) gave the members a very cordial reception. The president 
(Mr. William Godden) read an address, as is usual upon these 
occasions, wherein he thoroughly slated the Land Transfer Act, 
1897. I am not at all surprised at the president’s censure 
upon this legislative measure, which is an incomprehensible 
muddle, constantly referring one to the 1875 Land Transfer Act, 
which proved a miserable failure, and promulgating an elaborate 
system of officialism, with a fat scale of fees, to be paid, of course, 
by a public who are clamouring for a cheapened process of transfer. 
Better the present system, which is free from delays, than a system 
clogged with red tape and dilatoriness, invariably attendant upon 
offictalism, blighting and paralyzing business of an every-day class. 














Margate Cockles Marred. 


I am a bashful youth. I am also curious, and my curiosity often 

prompts me to acts from which my more retiring disposition would 
dissuade me. At Margate I was sweeping from my brilliant brain 
the clinging cobwebs, and other metaphorical mysteries, of which 
the poets sing, and which are popularly believed to accumulate in 
one’s cranium during the course of a year when, during my 
evening’s ramble, I wandered to the harbour of that seaside 
borough. As I approached, a glare of many lights greeted me, and 
raucous shouts fell upon my unschooled ears, telling forth the 
superiority of each vendor’s wares above those of his neighbour, 
with an alliterative and assiduous activity quite charming to 
the languishing Londoner. Fat, fine, and fresh! fat, fine, and fresh! 
was the countersign. My curiosity said, ‘‘ What is fat, fine, and 
fresh ?”’ My modesty replied ‘‘ That is no matter.” My curiosity 
prevailed; I gazed upon one scintillating stall, and was lost. There 
ranged in battle array were numerous tiny saucers filled with those 
curious creatures known as cockles, flanked on either side with the 
well-flavoured whelk and the succulent oyster, with reserves of each 
arm in the rear, supported by the heavy artillery of vinegar bottles 
and pepper castors, while behind this wondrous scene stood a burly 
fisherman ready to manipulate his forces. I was lost, for I was 
tempted to try a course of cockles. My modesty refused its 
consent to such a scheme, and for half-an-hour I paced up and down 
the length of the stalls wrestling with my conscience. I had 
fixed the stall that should fall before my attack, and had kept it in 
view with deadly determination. When it was deserted by 
customers, I charged upon it with an inward agonising cry, and 
placed myself in the full flare of its candled illumination. (Such 
an act is worthy of such poetic expression.) I was unaware of the 
price of the modicum, and not wishing to exhibit my innocence and 
ignorance, I took out sixpence and gave it to the host. He looked 
surprised, but, like Brer Fox, lay low and said nuffin! I selected a 
dish of the delicate dainties, duly vinegared and peppered the same, 
as I had seen others during my thirty minutes’ gymnastic ex- 
ercise with my conscience, and was about to take a succu- 
lent morsel between my fingers, when my modesty seized 
me in its grip. Perhaps Miss Haha would be passing, 
and Miss Haha was really one of the nicest girls I had 
met. Or that brute, Brown, who sat opposite me and glared each 
time one of those brilliant sallies of mine convulsed the boarding- 
house table, would stroll by as I was gasping after my attack. 
They would‘see me, and my reign of terror would commence. I 
must keep my eyes open. So turning round, I tried to assume the 
pose of an innocent idler, and with my right hand passed the cockles 
from the counter to my mouth. I was priding myself upon my 
generalship, when a rough hand seized mine, and a hoarse voice wildly 
whispered, ‘‘ You'll excuse me, guv’nor, you’ve paid for six plates, I 
know, but don’t go and maulall the bloomin’ lot about. People don’t 
like it.”” [turned and found I had sampled fifteen plates in turn. I paid 
the extra charge, and was about to devour my final fish when Miss 
Haha appeared. I advanced to meet her, but, as I offered her my 
hand, I noticed, to my horror, I had still that cockle clasped ’twixt 
finger and thumb. I blushed and dropped it, but it was too late ; 
she turned and left me, and I hurriedly fled. The next evening 
that brute, Brown, wore a genial grin at dinner, and the whole 
table roared when he made some feeble and inane pun on selfish 
and shell fish. I felt the shock for days after, and have returned to 
town a shattered, soulless wreck. 


THERE is a place in Australia called Wagga Wagga. Surely it 


must be named after a woman’s tongue ! 


Sap ENp TO A PrRomistnG CAREER.—To have to pay five 


hundred for breach of promise. 


Is a sailor the very salt of the sea? 





‘Delicious and Nutritious. 


BIRD'S 


Enbances the acceptability of every 


NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 





CUSTARD 


POWDER. 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


AT A 
sa i 7. 


Gadbury’s 


cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 


~ 


ESTABLISHED 1824. 


Needham’s 
Polishing 


Paste. 


The most reliable preparation for Cleaning 
and Brilliantly Polishing Brass, Copper, Tin, Britannia Metal, 


’ Platinoid, &c. Sold everywhere 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.’ Sole Manufacturers 
Famity Docror* JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 
—F I n Office: St. George's House, Easteheap, E.C 
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